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Once there was a roundabout horse. 
He was very beautiful. He was not like 
the other horses in the roundabout. 
They were made of ordinary beechwood, 
and were quite happy. 

The old man who made the horses had 
run out of beechwood before he came to 
the last horse. 





“Qh dearie me,” said the old man. 
“T shall have to make this one out of wood 
from the Elder tree that blew down last 
winter.” 

But Elder is a Fairy tree, as everybody 
knows. So the last horse was not happy 
like the rest. 


He did not want to go on forever, round 
and round with strangers riding on his 
back. He did not want to go on forever 
hearing loud jangling music in his ears. 
He had feelings and longings, though he 
did not know what he longed for. 





And once there was a little girl called 
Jenny, whose Daddy was a farmer. Jenny 
loved all the animals on the farm, and she 
spent a lot of time talking to them and 
keeping them company. 

She went to see the gentle black-and- 
white cows. “Good morning Rosie, and 
Bella, and Muffet.” 








And she went to see the woolly-coated 
sheep. “Isn’t it a lovely day?” 

And the pink pig in her sty. “Darling 
Mrs Petunia! How are all your piglets 
today?” 





Jenny had been born on Midsummer’s 
Eve, very late. And of all the times in the 
year, Midsummer’s Eve is the time that 
belongs to the Fairies. It is a magic time 
to be born, and so she was not quite like 
other little girls. 





Just before Jenny’s sixth birthday, a 
fair came to the village. Her Grandpa 
took her to the fair, and they saw the 
dancing dogs and the man who swallowed 
fire, and then he gave her the money for a 
ride on the roundabout. 

Jenny rode the Elder-tree horse. 
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“Oh you are so beautiful, and I do love 
you! I shall call you Sunflower because of 
that big golden flower on your forehead. 
My name is Jenny.” 
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Having a name made the roundabout 
horse feel more of a person. Nobody had 
ever loved him before, and he loved Jenny 
back, but of course he could not tell her 
so. 

When the ride was over, he had worse 
longings than ever. But now he knew 
what he longed for. 





The next day Jenny begged her 
Grandpa to take her to the fair again. 
And she went straight to the roundabout 
and had another ride on the Elder-tree 
horse. 








And Jenny and Sunflower loved each 
other even more than they had done on 
the first day. 

Then it was Midsummer’s Eve and 
Jenny’s birthday. It was the last day of 
the fair. 
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Her Mummy made her a birthday cake 
with six candles on it. And everybody 
gave her presents. But the only thing 
Jenny really wanted was to go back to the 
fair and have another ride on Sunflower. 

Just one more ride. . . 





“Please, Grandpa!” said Jenny. 

But Grandpa said, “Too much work to 
be done this evening. We’ll go again next 
year.” 





“Oh please, Daddy!” said Jenny. 

But her Daddy said, “Look at those 
rain clouds. The weather is changing and 
we must finish getting in the hay. Sorry, 
Jenny.” 

“Oh please, please, Mummy,” said 
Jenny. 

But her Mummy said, “Jenny, I would 
come if I could, but I must finish all this 
cooking.” 








Jenny went to bed feeling very, very 
sad. Then suddenly she had an idea! She 
got up again, and pulled her coat on over 
her nightdress. 

She went to her pile of presents, and 
took the scarlet purse with chinking coins 
in it, which her Grandpa had given her. 
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And she slipped out of the house and 
across the fields to the fair. 

There was enough money in the purse 
for three rides. She gave it all to the 
Roundabout Man, and climbed on to 
Sunflower’s back. 





They found that because it was 
Midsummer’s Eve and beginning to get 
dark and magical, they could talk to each 
other. 

“T love you,” said Jenny. 

“T love you too,” said Sunflower. 
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“Oh how I wish I could take you home 
with me,” said Jenny. “I live over that 
way, and there are fields around my 
house and we could go riding together 
every day.” 
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Then the three rides were over. 

“Come back next year,” said Jenny. 

“T will have to go with the others, where 
the Roundabout Man takes us, but I will 
try,” said Sunflower. 








The night seemed very dark and sad 
after Jenny had gone. And all the magic 
seemed to have gone too. 


A long while later Sunflower saw a red 
angry light in the sky over the fairground 
tents. Sunflower was frightened. 
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He knew about fire. There had been a 
fire once in the fairground and everything 
had been burnt down and people had 
been hurt. 

“There’s a fire over where Jenny lives!” 
he thought. “I must save Jenny!” 
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Sunflower began to struggle to get free 
of the roundabout — harder and harder. 
There was a sharp pain inside him, as 
though he was being pulled up by the 
roots. 

Suddenly he was free and galloping out 
through the fairground and away over the 
fields towards Jenny’s home. 








But when he got to the long low 
farmhouse, the fire was still a long way 
off. It was only the light of a stormy 
sunrise, after all! 

He did not know what to do, but he 
thought the best thing would be to wait 
for Jenny. 
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When Jenny and her Mummy and 
Daddy and Grandpa got up that 
morning, they found a tired, lost-looking 
pony standing at the farmhouse door. 

A beautiful golden-brown pony with 

a white mark like a flower on his 
forehead, just where Sunflower’s painted 
flower had been. 

He butted his nose against Jenny, and 
she stood on tiptoe and put her arms 
round his neck. 
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Nobody ever found out who the pony 
belonged to. So Jenny was allowed to 
keep him. 

“You’re mine now, anyway, and we 
will go riding in the fields together.” 
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When the Roundabout Man came that 
morning to take his roundabout to pieces, 
and pack the horses in straw for their next 
journey, one of them was gone. He never 
found where it had gone to. So he had to 
get another. One carved out of ordinary 
beechwood this time, like all the rest. 
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Sunflower is a special roundabout horse. 
Although made from wood, he has 
real feelings. And Jenny is a very special 
little girl. When she rides Sunflower, something 
truly magical happens. 


“Cartwheels — a small investment to pay 
for achild’s reading future.” 
Child Education 
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